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AMBROSE J HERRON,

“The First Demoecratico Mayor in the History
of the Olty of Greenfield, Indiana.

The Mayorelect of Greeafield, Indiana,
was born in Decatur county, Indiana, Feb-
suary 13 1844, where he resided until a few
months after the war of the griat Rebellion
Sroke out. On December 10, 1861, he en-

listed as a private and served the term of

dhree years, after which he veter-
Rizsed, apd was soon promo ed
40 first corporal. Boomn after he
waa datailed as regimental color bearer, and
semained In active service until the clcse of
the war. Returning to Indiana, he settled

in Shelby county, where he remained until

‘March 20, 1872, when he came to Greenfield
and has since resided among those people.
July 24, 1873, he was married to Miss Cin-
derella Gebhart, a handsome and accom-
plished young lady, with whom he has re-
aided until surrounded by foar children.
Mr. Herron is a carpenter of experience and

practice, and is an honor to his profession.
#His electiop over Mr. Sparks proves that he
4s held in high esteem by the citizens of
‘Greenfield. Mr. Herron is an e¢conomio

@evileman, and tax payers may rest easy
that, aa far s the Mayor 1s concerned, the
@affairs of the city will be ran in the interest

of economy and referm.
MISS SARAH.

“No, not a single centdo they get from
me.,” said Miss Sarah Jenkins, with a pe-
<uliar expression of her thin lips, as she took
fder from her nose and slowly re-
Placed in its envelope the letter she had been
seading to her friend, Miss Hepzibah Lackey.
“] thick I kaow my duty as well as most
folks, an’ givin' help to Susan Bayard and
&er children don’t come under that head.”

“But bein’ as they are your own kin,” said
Miss Hepzibah, deprecatingly, “it's onmly
matural for 'em to look to you.”

“Let 'em look. They'll take it out in
Socvkin’. I told Tom when he married Susan

yard that the day’d come when he'd rue

. She was allers spindlin’ an’ sort o’ help-

But Tom was that headstrong he
wouldn't listen to nobody. He spent his
Hast cent in bayin’ that farm over to Mil-
ford, an’ then had to mortgage it 'fore he
could start his crops.”

“It was unfortunate his dyin’ so soon,” said
Wiss Hepzibah, who was a kindly old soul
““If be'd a lived a couple 0’ years more he’d
paid for the place and left Susan comforta-
ble. 1shoulin’t wonder but she’s had a hard
pull these two years to get along with those
three children.”

“Most likely she has Butl don't see as
T'm called upon to shoulder her. Goodness
Enowns I've enough already without lookin’
for any more.”

“Yes, your hands are pretty full—that's
@ fact,” said Miss Hepzibah. “I hear folks
®ayin’ every day that they don't know what
the minister would do without you.”

“I reckon I've labored pretty faithful in
the Master’s vineysrd,” said Miss Sarah,
“if 1do say it, as shouldn't.”

“And you'll get your reward, Miss Jen-
kins,” said Miss Hepzibah, as she rose to go.
“You can allers take comfort in thinkin’
that. But I do wish you could see your way
¢o belp Susan a bit.”

* she don’t deserve help,” and Miss Sarah's
tone was decidedly acid. “She’'d oughter
have taken my advice in the first place, 1
told 'em how it would be, an’'it comes out
pretty much as I said. I told Tom she was
t00 everla-tin' delicate, ani would break
down inles’'n five years. But he would
bave his own way an’ marry her, an’ now
&ere she is Jaid up just as I said she'd be.”

“Pity they didn’t listen to you,” said Miss
Hepzibah, as che went out. “But you know
young folks is gener’ly mortal beadstrong.”

Miss Jenkins often boasted that she neve

t an idle minute; and there was always
work of one kind or another for her to do;
but after her visitor had gone she sat for
some time with her hands in her lap, think-
ing over the contents of the letter she had
Just received.

Tom'’s marriage with Susan Bayard, the
orphan daughter of a man who, to use the
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gave miss oaran OnLy a strange sort of
pleasure, being able atlast tosay, “I told
you so0.”

As she sat in her kitchen that warm July
afternoon, the quiet broksn only by the tick-
ing of the large eight day clock and the
purring of the cat by the stove, she was
thinking what she would write in reply; in
what words she would remini Susan of
Tom's declaration that “neither he nor his
should ever ask for a favor or a cent at his
sister’s hands.”

The clock struck with a loud, whirring
noise, which aroused Miss Jenkins with a
start from her reverie, and she sprang up
surprised and shocked to find how long she
had been idle.

“I’ll let her wait awhile for my answer,”
she thought, “It'll do her good to be in
suspense a bit. And I reckon it ain’t too
late to go after thom blackberries in the
medder-lot. First thing I know them
pesky boys will be after ’'em, and [ won't
get none for jam.”

She put on her sun-bonnet, and taking a
large tin pail from the pantry, went out,
She paused on the path which led to the
meadow to look back at the house, thinking
it was very likely Susan had calculated on
being asked to take up her abode there.

It was a large, old-fashioned house with
roomy chambers, wide fire-places, and
plenty of windows, The grounds surrounding
it were shaded, and an abundance of flow-
ers bloomed in the front garden. It would
have been a grand place for children to
play, but none had ever played there since
Tom had been grown. The place had been
left to Miss Sarah by an aunt, and Tom had
bad no share in it. Miss Sarah, however,
had cared for and supported her brother
who was very much her junior, until he was
able to strike out for him-elf; and she had
made bim a present of §00 when he attained
his majority, She thought she had done
more than ber duty by him, and she de-
sired that be should pay her some consider-
ation in the matter of his marriage. She
bad never felt the same toward him since,
though sbe tried to heed the old mottu, “De
mortuis nil nisi bonum,” whenever she
spoke to him.

The blackberries in the meadow were very
ripe and large, and so plenteous that Miss
Barah had no difficulty in filling ber pail in
a very sbhort time.

It occurred to her as she walked home-
ward that perhaps the minister's wife would
want to make jam, too, and would appreci-
ate the gift of a few quarts of berries, such
as these. So, on reaching home, Miss Sarah
filled a smaller pail with the fruit, and start-
ing out again, turned ber steps toward the

“I looked such a sight in this sunbonnet, I
reckon I'd best go in the back way,” she

: thought, as she approached the neat frame

dwelling in which her pastor lived.
as not they've got company to tea.”
The heat, combined with the long walk to
the v , had caused Miss to feel
very ,and as she entered the minis-

ter's garden, and her eyes fell on a delight-

“Like

i fully shaded arbor, she concluded to rest a

few minutes until she was cooler,

“My face mustbe as red as a beet,” she
thought, as she seated herself on«ue of the
rustic chairs. “I wish to goodness I'd
brouzht my umberell.”

She had just concluded that she was
sufficiently cooled off to present hersel!l at
the house, when she heard voices, and peer-
ing out through the vines, with which the
arbor was well screened, she saw Mr. Law-
ton, accompanied by a lady, coming *wn
the path, L

Miss Sarah drew back, and wished very
sincerely that she had not thought of bring-
ing the berries, or had stopped at home long
enough to put on a nice dress; for the lady
was a stranger, and looked so exquisitely
neat and cool that Miss Sarah felt herself by
contrast decidedly untidy.

She bad no doubt that the minister was
about to show his companion the way to the
arbor, and her heart sank at the thought of
being found ia such a plight. But suddenly
the stranger pau-ed, and bent to pick a rose
of great beauty.

“If we only could be like this rose,” she |

said, “as fair within as without.”

“You forget,” said Mr. Lawton, “how
often we see worms eating into the very
heart of the most beautifnl roses!”

“Is nothing true, then! Are we never to
be able to put faith in the outward seeming
of any thing or any one?’

“Those who make the loudest professions
are often the most corrupt,” said the minis-
ter; “and as I was saying a moment ago,
there are so many, who think thomselves
Christians because they go regularly to
church, teach in the Sunday school, use no
profane language, and give liberally to the
missions. But they do not think it neces-
sary to guard their thoughts, to fill
their daily lives with little acts of kindness,
Now, you are a stranger here and
are to leave us to-morrow, so [ can speak to
You as I could not to one familiar with the
people who make up my congregation. 1
will give you a case in point, I have in my
church a woman of middle age, who lives
alone on a farm a couple of miles from the
village. She is very active in church af-
fairs, is always ready to visit the sick, go
among the poor or give to a charity. She
has provided for the education of several
heathens in Africa, and has taught a
class in the penitentiary, visited the jail
and made herself generally useful. But
nevertheless, she is selfish, narrow and sor-
did to a pitiable degree. She does nothing
without making a show about it, so as to
be well regarded among men. For years
she cherished feelings of enmity toward an
ounly brother, because, forsooth, he did not
marry to please her, and I was told not an
hour ago that she has declared her intention
not to help that brother’s sick and penniless
widow and children. She speaks of them
with bi and even seems 6o rejoice
that at last they were forced to appeal to
her for aid. I was asked to speak to her on
the subject, but she would be highly n-
sulted, I know, if I ventured to call her to
account for her want of charity and natural
affection. She thinks hersslf a Christian,
but in my opinion she is very far from being

anything of the kind. She will come into
church next Thursday night and pray earn-

estly for the forgiveness of her sins,
and for belp to walk in the right way. But

she prays only with ber lips; hor heart has '

to do with it. She thinks and cares
only for the ‘outside seeming,’ and—"
At this moment little Lulu Lawton inter-
the conversation by running down
the path with the announcement that tea
was ready; and the minister said no more.

:nlowlyupon it
. drips through is permitted to cool, when it
' placed in a bottle and set upon the table
; like vinegar or Worcestershire sauce. PO‘!;
‘ofhot water and milk are furnished, with
which the coffee drinker may dilute the cold '
black sirup to such a weakness as he likes |
This plan has its advantages, but it takes a
long time to become accustomed to it,

But Mis: Sarah bas heard enough. She
was pale and trembling, and so greatly dis- '
turbed that when she hurried from the ar- '

insects, though possessed of nerves, have no
well-defined organs representing the brain,

wira eyes (rom which the scales had
And she was looking
time in her life,

“Ounly the outward seeming,” she mur-
mured over and over again under bher
breath, as if the sound of the words fright-
ened her; “and after all these years I've
only just found out that 1 haven't been a
Christian.”

Contrary to the expectations of Mr. Law-
ton, Miss Sarah did not appear at prayer
meeting on Thursday night; and when he
called to see her on Fiiday he was much sur-
prised to find three curly-headed children

fallen
inward—for the first

making mud pies in the front yard who in-
formed bim in a loud chorus that they had
“come to live with Aunt Sarah forever.”

Miss Sarah greeted him very cordially,
and though she looked tired and warm after
her journey from Milford, she seemed as
happy as possible.

“This is a great surprive, Miss Jenkins”
said the minister, as he followed her into the
parlor and took a seat.

“Yes, I reckon it’'ll be a surprise to most
folkss But I ain't afraid but they'll live
through it.”

“I think you will be well rewarded for
bringing your sister and her children here, !
Your life has been a very lonely one,” said
Mr. Lawton

“Yes, I reckon I'll take considerable satis-
faction out of it, and it does seem sort o’
pleasant to have 'em round. There're well-
mannerad children., Susan’s been mighty
particalar aboul them. Did you notice the
boy as you came inf Jfle's the very moral o’
Tom."” :

As Mr. Lawton waked back to the vil- l
lage he wondered what had waked Miss
Jenkins up to a sense of her duty. But he
never knew.

Early in the following winter Miss Jenk-
ins invited her pastor and his wife to tea.
The table was well supplied with cake,
pickels and preserves. a glass dish of black-
berry jam occupied a position just before
Mrs. Lawton.

“I amso fond of blackberry jam,’ said
that lady, as she helped herself to the arti-
cie. “I put up more this year than ever
and I had real good luck; but the best that I
made was from some splendid berries that
Laulu found in a tin pail in the arbor, that we
always supposed were left for us by some one
who didn't care to make himself known.”

And the pastor and his wife never did
know who Jaft them.

The Climate In New Orleans.
[Blakely Hall in Philadelphia Press.)

“Speaking of the eff=ct of tae clinate,” he
continued, “you should observe the change
that has come over the Philadelphia police- |
men who came on here as guardians of tae
Liberty bell. Y u have seea som? of tae
N'Orl'ns potice! Round shouldered, hollow-
eyed, dyspeptic and tired. They waar their |
coats an! waisteoats buttoned, smoka cigar-
ettes, carry umbrellas and are all suffering
from malaria or chills. Most of them are
beyond 5) and they are shockingzly frowsy,
y' know. There are only eighty of tha poor
invalid devils anl theair territory exlends -
over 15) squara mile:. The people here had
never seen anything like the policeman in |
the north, and when the fine-looking, healthy
men came down from FPhiladelphia they
provoked as much comment as the bell
itsell,

“Well, I've taken a malicious plea;urs in
watching the effect of the ciimate on the !
Puiladelphia policemen. It fir:t showed
itself in a lack of erectness in carriage. The
men becams a bit round-shouldered and
their heads hung forward. Then they lost

the alert and wide-awake air that character- |
ized them at first and, after that, they grew !

worse and worse until one of them passod
my stand this morning wearing a dusty
cardigan jacket, a cloth cap and unpolished
boots. He actually slouched along. That's
the effect of ths climate.

Qualifications for the Stage.
[“Betsy B."" in The Argonaut.]

To the “stage-struck girl” who sends a
note asking the alvice which no one ever
takes, and who urgently and rather defl-
antly requests me to put over my own pen-
name what I consider the necessary qualifi-
cations for a young girl about to go upon
the stage, I make answer: .

A strong physique;

An unimpaired Jdigestion;

A slender figura;

A marked face;

Strong feature-~;

A carrying voice;

A lack of real feeling:

An abundance of pretended feeling;

Much magnetism;

Great fascination of manner;

Purity of speech;

Elocution to a degree;

A general knowledge of history;

A good general education;

A general knowledge of costuming;

A practical knowledge of economy in
dress;

An artistic knowledge of the effects of dis-
tance;

Considerable business faculty;

Unflagging industry;

Undaunted ambition;

An utter lack of sensitiveness;

A capacity for taking pains;

An absolute and undisputed devotion to
the theatre;

An unwedded life;

An ability to distinguish criticism from
abuse or fulsome gush;

A readiness to profit thereby;

Bome genius at advertising;

A quickness at seizing opportunities;

An adept at making yourself necessary;

A well-defined specialty ;

A good meamory;

Quick study;

Good luck.

Talent.

Coffee in Guatemala.

[Cor. Inter Ocean.]
The people of Guatemala have a

. way of preparing their cuffee for the table, '
Every week or so a quantity of the berry is

and roasted, and hot water poured
The black liquid whioch

Insect Paln.

[Scientific Journal.] :
Minute dissections bkave proven tha$

BILL NYE TELLS WHAT CALLED
OUT HIS FIRST FALSEHOOD.

The Sunlight of Hard Horse Sense— Houses
Like Crazy Quilts—Misfit Rafters and
Distorted Shingles — A Fare-
well Incubus of Humps,

[Original.)
It may be premature, perhaps, but I desire

to suggest to any one who may be contem-
plating the erection of a summer residence

for me, as a slight testimonial of his high |

regard for my sterling worth and symmetri-
cal escutcheon—a testimonial more suggestive
of earnest admiration and warm personal

 friendship than of great intrinsic value, ete.,
" ete., ete., that I hope he will not construct it

on the modern plan of mental hallucination
and morbid delirium tremens peculiar to
recent architecture.

Of course, a man ought not to look a gift
bouse in the gable end, but if my friends
don’t know me any better than to build me a
summer cottage and throw in odd windows
that nobody else wanted, and then deub it
up with colors that they have bought at
auction and applied to the house after dark
with a shotgun, I think it is time that we
bad a better understanding.

Such a structire does not come within
either of the threa classes of renaissance. It
is neither Florentine, Roman nor Venetian.
Any man can originate such a style of archi-

, tecture if he will drink the right kind of
| whisky long enough and then describe his

feelings to an amanuensis. Imagine the
sensation that one of these modern, sawed-

- off cottages would create a hundred years

from now, if it should survive! But that is
impossible. The only cheering feature of the
whole matter is that these creatures of a dis-
ordered imagination must soon pass away
and the bright sunlight of hard horse sense

shine in through the shattered dormers and

. gables and gnawed-off architecture of the

average summer resort. A friend of mine
a few days ago showed me his new house
with much pride. He asked me what 1
thought of it. I told him I liked it first-rate.
Then I went home and wept all night. It
was my first falsehood.

The house, taken as a whole, looked to me
like a skating rink that had started out to
make money and then sunddenly changed its
mind and resolved to become a tannery.
Then ten feet higher it hal lost all self-

respect and blossomed into a full-blown

~drunk and disorderly, surrounded by the

smokestack of a foundry and with the bright
future of 30 days ahead with the chain gang.
That's the way it looked to me.

The roofs were made of little odds and ends
of misfit rarters and distorted shingles that
somebody had purchased at sheriff's sale, and
the rooms and stairs were giddy in the ex-
treme. I went inand rambled around among
the cross-eyed staircases and other night-
mares till reason tottered on her throne.
Then I came out and stood on the archi-
tectural wart called the side porch to get
fresh air. This porch was painted a dull
red, and it had wooden rosettes at the corners
that looked like a bran new carbuncle on
the nose of a social wreek. Farther up on
the demoralized lumber pile I saw, now and
then, places where the workman’s mind had
wandered and he had nailed on his clapboards
wrong side up and then painted them with
the paris green that he had intended to use
ou something else. It was an odd-looking
structure, indeed. If my friend got all the
material for nothing from pecple who had
fragments of paint and lumber left over
after they failed, and then if the workmen
constructed it nights for mental relaxation
and intellectual repose, without charge, of
course the scheme was a financial success,
but architecturally the house is a gross viola-
tion of the statutes in such cases made and
provided, and against the peace and dignity
of the state.

There is a look of extreme poverty about
the structure which a man might struggle for
years to acquire and then fail. No one could
look upon it without feeling a heartache for
the man who built that house, and probably
struggled on year after year, huilding a little
of it at a time as he could steal the lumber,

| getting a new workman each Year, building

a knob here and a protuberance there, put-

| ting in a three-cornered window at one point

and a yellow tile or a wad of broken glass and
other debris at another, patiently filling in
around the ranch with any old rubbish that
other peopie had got through with, and paint-
ing it as be went along, taking what was
left in the bottom of the pots after his molgh-
bors had paintad their bobsleds or their tree

| boxes—little favors thank ully received—and
! then surmounting the whole pile with a pot-
pourri of roof, a grand farewell incubus of |

bhumps and hollows for the rain to wander
through and seek out the difTerent cells where
the lunatics live who inhabit it.

I did tell my friend of one thing that I
thought would improve the looks of his
house. He asked me eagerly what it could
be. I said it would take a man of great
courage to do it for him. He said he didn’t
care for that. He would do it himself, I
it only needed one thing he would never rest
till be had it, whatever that might be.
Then I told him that if he had a friend—cne

he could trust—who would steal in there some !

night while the family were away and scratch
& match on the leg of his breeches, or on the
breeches of any other gentleman who hap-
pened to be present, and bold it where it
would ignite the alleged house, and then re-
main near there to see that the fire depart-
ment did not meddle with it, he would con-
fer a great favor on one who would cheer-
tully retaliate inkind onecall. BriL Nyz.

BRITISH CONSOLS

The Peculiarities of English Wonds Ex-
plained —How Prices Yary.
[The Current.]
As the price of British consola (an abrevi-
ation of “consolidated annuities” and pro-

The Dritisn mmisters, when they aesire o
borrow money, instead of offering a $1,000

lbond at 6, 7 or 8 per cent., principal payable

in ten or forty years, as wus done in Amer-
ica, say to the money-lender: “We will pay
3 per cent. on everything we borrow, Now,
how much of a bond do you want in return
for $1,000¢" The money-lender has received

| as high as $1,774 and as low as $093, accord-

ing to the degree of credit enjoyed by the
government. In this way the government
has piled up an imaginary obligation of §3, -
500,000,000, or, in reality, has written an
annual pension-roll of §145,000,000,

Now let us suppose that a man desires to
“lend money to the government” —that is, to
take the placs of those who have so lent it,
or of those whose ancestors so lent it. The
investor takes §1 000 into the market. If
Napoleon has just signed the peace of
Tilsit, the lender obtains, as aforesaid, a
bond for £1,774, on which he ever afterward
is todraw 3 per cent. If Disraeli has just
torn up Russia’s treaty of San Stafano and
taken Cyprus, the lender gets only an even
bond for ais $1,000.

Again, if time pass, and a premier with-
out the governmental requisite of an iron
will allow the nation to drift into a position
of isolation with the most of the world and
hostility toward the good fighters, then the
bolder sells his bond for $940, and may be
glal to get that much. This holder has be.
fore held bonds for which he paid §1,000 and
sold as low as $300, and as high as §1,02).
Consuis have not been so low for seven years
as they are at this crisis, bat they are still
firm, as 80 would be considered very low
aud 100 very high.

Tue idea of the consol wherein it diffars
from the American comsolidated debt, istha*
the prin ipal may vary in amount, but the
roterest never. This makes eader book-
keepinz for the treasury, but exposes the
treasurer to ail the greater temptations tc
borrow. The dealings in government secur-
ities are “clearel” or “settled” once a month.
This day (or any other like it) is called the
London Account, and i< the greatest of al
the financial observances in th: world, The
actual payments of money balances at this
clearing mount into the hundreds of mill-
ons

PROGRESS ON THE CONGO.

What Has Been Accomplished — The
March of Civilization.
[New York Sun.]

The 240 white agents of the International
association and the French government
alongz the Congo are beginning to introduce
into that wild region many of the comforts
and npecessities of civilizad life. They
are mnow erecting at somoe of their
stations frame houses that  were
built in Belgium and transported in
sections to the Congo. The international
staticns are to be connected by telegraph,
and a part of the plant is now on the way.
A sanitarium has been establishel at Boma,
sixty-five miles from the sea, and others
are to be built at convenient points along
the river as comfortable refugzes for the
sick. With the present improved roads and
che perfected system of land portage past
the cataracts, and the use of seven steam-
boats abave Stanley Pool, it is found that it
need not take many days longer now to
reach Stanley Falls, about 1,200 miles from
the coast, than it did to reach Stanley Pool,

825 miles inlan | three years ago.
Suome of these steamboats are pushing up

the large affluents of the Congo, which, ac-
cording to Stanley, will make 5,000 miles of
river navigation in the Congo basin availa-
ble to commerce. We are treated every lit-
tle while to sume fresh surprise with regard
to the great river or its tributaries. M,
Giraud, for instance, who returnel to
France the other day from his trip to the
head waters of the Congo, saysthe river
after leaving Lake Bangweolo turns ab-
ruptly soutbwest, and flows in that direction
for 150 miles before it turns north towarld
Lake Moero, If his information is correct,
it adds nearly 300 miles to the length of the
river, which, since Stanley followed it to
the ocean, has been known to be the greatest
river in Area, and probably second only to
the Amazon in the volume of water it pours
into the sea, and in its navigable extent.
The work of suppressing the Arab slave
dealers from Zanlitar bids fair to involve
the new state in s2rious resp nsibilities
Sixtesn months ago the most western point
reachel by these Arabs was Nyangwe on
the Congo, about 300 miles west of Lake
Tanganyika. They have recently appeared,
however, 3)0 miles further down the Congo,
and bave desolated villages anl dragged
the native: into slavery in territory claimed
Ly tbe International association. It was in
this part of the Congo that Gordon cxpected
to face the slave dealer and force him to
give up his cruel trade, and it will bea
benaficient work if the International asso-
ciation rescues the natives of the upper
Coango from this scourge of central Africa

A Millionaire®s Appetite.
[The Cook.]

“Plain meats and vegetables, good bread
wd butter, good milk, sometimes porridge
r grits for Lreakfast, satisfy me,” says Jay
sould. “As you may suppose, I find my
dme filled up pretty well with business,
md I certainly find that I can get along
retter when my food is the plainest of the
dain. I have never lost my fondness for
de country food I used to be accastomed
0 in my boykood, and I think I could relish
me of those ‘midnight’ melons as well as I
lid then, although I should probably eat
t at a different time. Elaborate dinners
wre terrible things,

“I remember once being at one and eating
iome dish. 1 forget the name of it, which
was very gool, but after which I was sick
‘or a week, Now when I go to them I take
v little soup if it is plain, a piece of roast
neat or game anld some plain potatoes, if I
san get them. If not, some peas or in fact

iy vegetable, provided it is without sauce,
or I have found that these sauces, which
ihey put on what would otherwiss be good,
poil the food—at least for me. For the rest
f the time Isit at the table, play with
omethiag on my plate and pass the time as
well as I can.”

Wanted a Western Drink.
[Philadelphia News.]

“Hit me with a little wvitriol mixed with
broken glass,” said a nean who might have
been taken for the worst man in the west to
a Philadelphia bartender the other morning,
“and fire in a few rattle-nake stings along
with it. I'm from Dead Man's Gulch,

nounced either con-SOLS or CON-sols, but]

naturally the latter way) is & certain mark
of the feeling of security or insecurity of
financiers of ail kinds in London, the reader
may just now be in need of the reminder
that by far the greater portion of the na-
tional debt of the Unitel Kingdom has been
funded into a perpetual obligation of 3 gur
cent. interest per annum to tha holders

!

I am!”
“That’s a western order, sir. I don’t un-
derstand it,” was the reply.
“Don’t you know what vitriol is?
“Yes”
“Don’t you know what glass isi”
“1’0&"
“Don’t you know what rattlesnake
m
h.“NQ"
“Well, throw in a little red pepper.

|
|

will make a weak drink for me, but

have to go you It's a mean section
coyntry. this"

It
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MAN'S INHUMANITY. |

AN EARLY MORNING TOUR BY MA
BERGH'S OFFICERS.

Lodking After the Physical Welfaze o
the Anlmals of the Great Clty—
Incidents of Interest—A
Word in Season.
[New York Heraid )

The vast majority of the population of the
metropolis is asleep when, at half-past S .

m., the stable gate of the society’s buildi
is thrown open, and *Oid Gray,” hanm-n,

to the red four-wheeled business wagom,

i

~with the official seal on the side, darts inte

the street. Superintendent Charles Hankin-
son hold the reins, and accompanying him
are three of his officers. They ar: on their
early morning tour of the great city to fer-
ret out and stop the crnelties of man to ani.
mals of evary kind. *“Old Gray” knows the
route, and, striking (me of ths great Eas
side avenues, turns hi. hrad northward and
speeds along in the direction of the Harlem
bridge. As the wagon near: the car-stables
it isstoppad. A car com3’s rumbling on with
a half-awake driver and a limping team of
old “plugs.”

“Stop!” cries the superintendent to the
driver.

“What for?” is the sleepy reply.

“Those hor-es are lame. You'll bave to
tgrn them out and take them ULack to the
car stable<”

“Well, boss,” says the driver, who, from
being often lame anl sick himsel! and yel
conpelled to work, has a sympathetie
feeling for the poor horses, “I've been look-
in' out for you and, to tell the truth I'm
glad I've met you. Ididn't want to go ou
with them. 1'll take them back.”

A little further on an ill-natured fellow is
caught whacking his famished-looking horse
over the head with savage earnestpess
Secarcely before he knows of their presence
the society’s ufficers have wrested the whig
from bhis uplifted band, and before they
part from him they give him emphatie
warn not to repeat his act of cruelty.
The saloons are by this time opening, and
the bartenders are out on the sidewalks
sweeping broken glass into the streeta
“Old Gray” is reined in in front of the fore
most of the offenders. The man bas just
completed his sweeping.

“Do you know that there is a lot of broken
glass in that rubbish?” asked the superime
tendent.

“I guess so,” indiff=rently.

“You'll have to pick the glass out of the
street and throw it elsewhere!”

The bartender would much rather fight
than undertake the task, but he looks first
at the official seal and then at the four offi-
cers, and finally, with many mutterings,
does as he is bidden. All the other offend-
ers are treated in the same determined man-
ner. Bome of them understand the mean-
ing of the law; the majority do not know
what to make of it at all The superinten-
dent has driven away from the last of these
indignant dispensers of liquor when his at-
tention is attracted to a “plu; ugly” who is
strolling along the strest with a dog with
almost as little claims to good looks as hime
self. An unfortunate cat crosses their path.
“Sick 'em,” cries the plug ugly., The dog
dashes after tabby. His master is in the
hight of his enjoyment over the imminens
risk that the cat runs of being overtaken
and ill-treated, when some one grabs him by
the coat-collar. He turus around in aston-
ishment and is face to face with the offi-

“Call back that dog,"” says the superintend-
ent.

Plug ugly takes in the situation at =
glance and whistled for the brute, who re-
turns to his side.

“Now, take that dog under your charge,”
says the officer, “and don't let me find you
cat-hunting again.”

In the distance a string of dirt and con-
tractor’s cart; is seen. There are abouta
dozen men on them. Suddenly all of the
carts be~ome driverless,

“The’va caught sight of the gray,” cries
ths superin‘endent.

When the red wagon arrives alongside of
the carts the horses are found to be suffere
ing from sore backs. They are taken to the
nearest stable and left there, subject to the
society’s order.

At Harlem bridge a number of express
men are encountered. They have got out
their working stock of lame and diseased
horses, and are hurrying them across the
river at this early hour to avoid coming in
contact with Mr, Bergh's officers, Surprised
at their tricks, they reluctantly return, at
the superintendent's command, to their
stables,

Across the bridge a caravan of farmers
carrying vegetables to market is met
Three out of every four have broken-winded
horses. They are all turned back.

“But my team has come from t'other end
of Westchester,” wurges oue of the more ob-
stinate of the number.

“You ecannot go to market with them,” is
the reply. “Next time set out with a good
team and you will fare better.”

The red wagon rattles over the west side
of town, and once more is making its way
through the the thickly-populated streets
Truckman after truckman is caught, either
beating his horse or driving a disabled ani-
mal The whip is snatched from him, or
the poor brute is taken away. At Franklin
street, where the stock comes in, a longer
stop than usual is made. Calves and sheep
are, by order of the officers, fed and watered,
In Washington market the calves that are
on their way to the slaugzhter-houses are, if
crowded, taken out and the load lessened,
The licensed venders in this and Gansevoors
markets are overhauled, and every one of
their horses iz examined to find out if it is in
good condition. If any sores are discoversd
the venders are made to shift the saddles so
that they will not come in contact with the
sores,

The red wagon, when it arrives at the
postoffics building, remains there long
enough for the officers to alight and look at
all the horses in the service. If any animal
is unfit for work it is sent to the nearest
stable, and befare the mail can be carried
to its destination fresh horses have to be

procured.

By this time the superintendent has quite
a collection of whips, and bas met with
many piteous appeals from New Jersey and
Lond Island farmers who have been half
frightened to ®eath at their encounter withe
him, not knowing whether their offense was
punishable by simple arrest or whether they
are liable to be hanged for it,

The officers’ work is not yet ended A$
the fi<h markets if they find turties tied b
the fins they compel the dealer: to
them. They see that fowls are properly
boused, and if overcrowded on wagons extra
coops are secured and the fowls watered
and fell It is not an ua” "nt occurrence
for rude men to urge their dogs to bite the

pet- 1l:’leil:h accompany ladies t the
&
n.ms These o« 4 put a stop ﬁh“
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